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PREFACE 



PREFACE 

This little volume is due in the first place to the desire of 
presenting in a more permanent form and for a wider ap- 
preciation the beautiful Christmas Verses Professor Shuttle- 
worth issued to his friends annually from 1889 to 1898. 

The opportunity is taken of collecting all his other verses 
thought worthy of preservation. His output was very small, 
only a few pieces have been excluded, and the editor believes 
that in regard to all the exclusions, he would have the grate- 
ful acquiescence of the author. 

Christmas and Easter seem to have been an unfailing 
source of inspiration to Professor Shuttleworth. This is 
quite in accord with the splendid hopefulness which belonged 
to him to the last of his days. The Christmas Cards accord- 
ingly come first. The set is complete and the dates are 
appended. 

The friends of later years may thus have the pleasure of 
possessing the earlier cards, and the set will be rescued for all 
from the fate of loss which seems inevitably to befall the 
stray leaflet. 

Of these poems, four, the lines on Browning and Bishop 
Lightfoot; the Sonnet, "A Wish"; and "Thro' the gloom 
that held the nations," have never, so far as is known 



Preface 

been reprinted, and are now issued to the public for the first 
time. "The Legend of the Christmas Kose," "A Christ- 
mas Wish," and "An Evening Prayer," were included in 
the ever-precious little anthology compiled in 1895, by their 
writer under the title of " Hymns for Private Use." " The 
Legend of the Christmas Rose " also appeared in the Church 
Times, as did "Bethlehem." "Dreams" was first published 
in January, 1889, in On Guard, a paper belonging to the 
Young Men's Friendly Society, which was edited by Pro- 
fessor Shuttleworth from 1883 to 1892. 

To this series are added five other poems of Christmas. 
The first three were printed in a little booklet of " Songs " 
of the author, published by Bowles and Cross, in 1885. 
" A Christmas Card," and " The Old Year and the jS'^ew," 
appeared first in On Guard, the latter in 1888. 

Of the Easter Poems, three were printed in "Songs.'' "An 
Easter Card, 1887," has not been published before. 

Most of the Collected Poems are reprinted from " Songs." 
The dates of first publication have been appended as far as 
they could be ascertained. Where two dates are given 
the poem has been revised at the later date. The Poems 
thus dated had appeared in My Sunday Fnend, which Pro- 
fessor Shuttleworth edited from 1877 to 1881, On Gttard, 
and London Society. 

" King Marigold " was a little operetta written especially 
for performance by the choir-boys of St. Paul's Cathedral. 
The music was composed by the Rev. W. RusseU, sometime 
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Minor Canon, now vicar of Sunbury-on-Thames. Many- 
will share my regret that it only exists in MS. "The 
Cavalier Song " and " Love and. Spring," were also set to 
music by Mr. Russell. The former was printed but not pub- 
lished. It may be mentioned that Sir George Martin has 
written a setting of the " Cradle Song " for four voices. 
This is published by Novello & Co. Messrs. Weekes have 
still on sale the setting in two keys, for soprano or tenor, of 
" Her Golden Wedding." It was composed by Dr. Abram. 
Professor Shuttleworth himself wrote tunes to some of his 
verses. It is possible these may be published later. 

Of the four Poems in this section, not contained in 
" Songs," " Prayer for the Dead " is reprinted from " Hymns 
for Private Use." " Egloshayle Church " and " Farewell to 
Tonacombe " from the St. NicJiolas Cole-Abbey Monthly Mag- 
azine " In Loving Memory of Guy Pawling " has not been 
published before. 

Of the fotir hymns, " The Lines for a Festival of Choirs ' 
first appeared in My Sunday Friend in 1881, and has not 
been reprinted. The others were included in the Hymnal 
Appendix to Cliurck Hymns, especially compiled for the use 
of the Congregation of St. Nicholas Cole-Abbey by their 
rector, as were the two Christmas Cards, "An Evening 
Prayer," and " A little ChUd shaU lead them." They are 
worthy the attention of hynlnologists. "Father of Men," 
the hymn originally written for the Shuttleworth Club, has 
been included in the English Hymnal. 

iii 
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In an amusing little note to " Songs," Professor Shuttle- 
worth apologised for publishing his verse at all. " My only 
consolation is that I have perpetrated this deed in the hope 
of turning an honest penny in a good cause.'' The proceeds 
were to be given to a fund for the restoration of the Tower of 
St. Mary Somerset, Upper Thames Street, E.G. 

This volume needs no apology. Many of the poems have 
already friends who really care for them; the best one 
can hope for any writings is this. The old will be glad to 
see them again, and it is not too much to think that some 
new friends will be added to the circle. 

The work of collecting the contents has been a great 
pleasure, and is a tribute to the memory of one to whom the 
editor owes a large debt of gratitude, and whose loss is still 
lamented by himself and many others, not the less as the 
days go by. 

It remains to thank Canon Scott Holland for contributing 
the eloquent words which follow, and to say that the 
editor dedicates with grateful thanks for the privilege per- 
mitted him, this new edition of the poems to the lady to 
whom they were first inscribed, and by whom so many of 
them were evidently inspired. 

Edward H. A. Koch. 

4, Holly Mount, 

Hampstead. 
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HENRY GARY SHUTTLEWORTH 

1850—1900 

Henry Caey Shuttleworth, the writer of the following 
poems, was a man whose whole being told of vitality. He 
was alive in every part of him— in the quick and brimming 
response with which he met every human appeal ; in the 
variety of the gifts with which he made his own appeal to 
everyone who catiie across him, of whatever fashion or 
temper he might be. His free and generous vitality told 
at once, with wonderful force from the very start. Already, 
as a curate at St. Barnabas, Oxford, and as a Minor Canon 
at the Cathedral, he had shown himself in just the character 
that was his to the last of his working days. He drew on 
the young ; he understood lads of all types and stages. He 
read them, behind all their shynesses and airs. He spoke 
the language to which they kindled. He got straight home 
with them. It was the same, whether in sermon, or in talk, 
or in print ; out the true man in him came, with a wonderful 
directness, with a rich humanity, with a wealth of interest, 
capacity, afl'ection. His gift of expression was quite special. 
He said just the right thing in just the right sort of way, 

vii 
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for the people to whom he spoke, for the object in hand 
He was always felicitous, racy, spontaneous, free. His 
speech outflowed with natural ease. It had vigour, humour, 
warmth. It was immensely attractive. It made him the 
mouthpiece through which boys and youths of the middle 
class found their utterance. 

It was natural to bring him up to St. Paul's, when that 
cathedral was at last awake to its respon.'^ibilities, planted 
down, as it was, in the thick of city warehouses, and offering 
a wide spiritual home to the young men of London, if only 
they could cease to be afraid to be found within the unques- 
tioning shelter of the dome. 

Liddon's influence brought him up. He took, I think, 
the first of the Three Hours' services on Good Friday.* He 
was the centre of a Club, worked by the Minor Canons, for 
the clerks in the neighbourhood. He put out into it all his 
attractive felicities. 

More than that. He was touched by the deeper issues of 
the awful city. He revolted against the harsh secularism 
which then imprisoned our working classes, and which spent 
its cheap sneers on a horrible Calvinistic caricature which it 
mistook for Christianity. He himself, possessed already of 
a strong Catholic and sacramental creed, passed under the 
powerful influence of the teaching associated with Kingsley 
and Maurice. With Headlam, and a brave group of like 

* " Last Words of Our Saviour," St. Paul's Cathedral, Good 
Friday, 1878. Oxford : Mowbray and Co., 1879 (Ed.) 
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spiritual growth, he set himself to shatter this ignominious 
caricature, and to bring before the hearts of secularised men 
the living Truth of the social Gospel as it speaks, through 
the Incarnation of Jesus Christ, of the eternal Fatherhood 
of God. He and Headlam won their way, by open and 
daring freedom of debate, on to all the secularist platforms. 
They forced men to understand that parsons had a message 
to life as it is and as it feels, to a hard-pressed working man 
in the war of competition. They told him of a Socialism 
which could interpret his industrial life with far greater 
force than could ever be got out of his narrow and bitter 
secularism. This work done by them, for the Guild of St. 
Matthew, has had lasting results; and though Shuttleworth 's 
energies had been drawn into other channels of late years, 
his name had all its old efficacy in giving evidence to the 
working classes of the genuine and ardent sincerity with 
which a priest could care for their cause. 

All this, however, caused a little head-shaking at St. 
Paul's ; so that it was, perhaps, as well that an excellent 
opportunity offered itself of showing what Shuttleworth 
could make of a City church. The Chapter presented him 
to St. Nicholas Cole Abbey, a beautiful example of Wren's 
finest work, admirably placed for use. And he did yeoman 
service there to the end of his life. By incessant personal 
activities, he drew to the Church those who are apt to be left 
out in the cold. He always said that he cared for the Esaus 
more than the Jacobs. He had the touch of Bohemia upon 

ix 
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him, and he laid hold on its inhabitants. Especially for his 
church, he won the hearts of those whose life was musical, 
artistic, dramatic. In the Shuttleworth Club he built up an 
excellent home for the hundreds of young men and girls in 
business who have no pleasant way of mutual intercourse 
and recreation. He knew the inner and outer life of clerks 
as few men in London know it. 

As for solving the problem of a City church, he proved 
that he could solve it ; but how it is to be done without his ex- 
traordinary variety of appeals, and abounding bonhomie, and 
breadth of affection, remains as puzzling as ever. He was 
still in the full, free force of his gifts when he was stricken 
down by the illness that proved mortal. It was piteously 
painful. The blood was poisoned, the limbs were paralysed. 
It lasted for months. He bore it all with infinite patience, 
and with a passive spirit of surrender which was touching in 
its contrast with the eager, bustling energy which had been 
so characteristic of him. Many mourned him from their 
very hearts who had never thought that they would ever 
come to know and love a parson. I should think that he 
never lost a friend ; and he had many. His life pressed 
forward with keenness to the light beyond this little day. 
And into that light he passed. 

It was natural that one with such warm affection and such 
ease and grace of expression should find utterance in verse. 
The poems are very characteristic and attractive, and tell 
vividly of him. 

Henry Scott Holland. 
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Dedication to "Songs" 

To my Wife 



Queen of my days, dear lady of my heart, — 
Born of thy love's soft air, these songs are thine ; 

Poor broken voices of an unschooled art. 
Far echoes of a music all divine : 



Yet unillumined though my slow rhymes be, — 
Dull water moving through a waste of grass, — 

Some fragrant memories they may shrine for thee, 
Catch some stray blossoms ere our spring-tide pass. 



Take them, dear lady, for a fond endeavour 
To speak, my heart to thy heart, in a song ; 

To weave of dreams the love-glamour that ever 
Can cheat life's sorrow, ray with hope its wrong. 

18S5 



Christmas and Easter Cards 
and Verses 
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Robert Browning, 

Joseph Barber Lightfoot, Bishop of Durham 

Died on the threshold of Christinas, 1S89, 



Strong singer of earth's hope, man's life, God's love. 

Wise Pastor, sweet as deep and true of soul, 
Into that Unseen Holy, high above 

Sin's cloud, doubt's mist, toil's smoke, round us that 
roll ;— 
O mightier brothers, our weak worship bear ! 

Lay at the Master's feet, while here His Birth 
We sing with joy, our Christmas wreath of prayer. 

Of hope and labour for His peace on earth ! 



1S8S 



A Christmas Wish 



If in thy dreams some vision haunt thy way, 
If in thy heart some hidden hope abide, 

Too deep, too dear, to live in common day, — 
God give thee joy of it, this happy tide. 



If in thy prayer some keener sense awaking. 
Shew thee glad angels on life's dark hill-side. 

Tell thee the Christ is born, the bright day breaking,- 
God grant thee grace of it, this holy tide. 



1S90 



Dreams 



W^HEN earth was bright with the mystic light 

That on childhood's morning gleams, 
And Christmas bells were voices of spells 

That touched into life our dreams, — 
My fancy would paint that kindly Saint 

Who on wings of the midnight flew. 
His gifts to shed round the children's bed — 

And the dream, tho' a dream, was true. 

When youth was sped, and fantasy fled 

In the glare of manhood's noon. 
Still my heart would greet one vision sweet, 

Thro' the mist of the Christmas moon ; 
Down a shining stair came a maiden fair, 

O fond was the joy we knew ! 
It faded away with the waking day, — 

But my glad love-dream was true. 

And now I have dreamed of a world redeemed 

From poverty, pain, and ill ; 
Of peace on earth thro' the Blessed Birth, 

For struggle and strife, good-will ; — 
Though sadly and slow our world doth grow 

Toward the morning where all is new — 
God send us heart still to bear our part 

In making the bright dream true ! 

1889—91 



Sonnet 



A happy Christmas ? Nay, the time is sad, 
Never New Year may dawn as once it came 
Ere yet our eyes were open to our shame, 

Ere the world's weeping stirred what soul we had. 

Happy ? Our brothers starve and die, made mad 
With life's dull mockery ; foul Mammon's name 
And base gold image all men's worship claim : 

Is it for this you bid me now be glad ? 

Say, how shall breach of kindly custom mend 

Breach of love's law? Bless some gray life with light, 
Make thou thy corner of God's world more bright ; 

So giving joy, thou shalt receive it, friend ; 

A happy Christmas ! Through the Blessed Birth 

Dark breaks at last in dawn of peace on earth. 
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The Legend of the Christmas Rose 



A murmuring of many wings 

Was in the wondering air, 
An echo as of one that sings 

Far up a heavenward stair ; 

For the angels of the Holy Night 

Bowed over Bethlehem ; 
The Shepherds, through the pale starlight, 

Hasted to kneel with them. 

A maiden wept at the stable-shrine, 

That never a gift she bears ; 
" Nor fleece nor flower for the Babe is mine, 

I have nought save love, and tears." 

Then the Herald of the Holy Night, 
Stooped down and kissed her eyes : 

Lo ! the fields were aflame with the red and white 
Of roses of Paradise. 

She laid them pure on the Babe's pure breast, 

She wreathed them about His bed. 
Till the humble manger stood confest 

God's rose-garden, white and red. 

9 



The Legend of the Christmas Rose 



Still this poor earth, 'mid winter snows, 
With blossom of heaven is bright, 

For the maiden's gift was the Christmas Rose, 
The Flower of the Holy Night. 

Still oft, when the world is wintry and bare. 
When we weep for the hopes we miss. 

The sound of a going is in the air, 
On our eyes an angel's kiss ; 

And life's dim dusk is touched with light, 
Heaven breaks over land and sea ; — 

God send from His height, this Holy Night, 
A Christmas Rose for thee! 

1S9S 
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Bethlehem 

("La Notte" of Correggio) 

Night wind soft sighing, 
Faint echoes dying, 
On hills low-lying 

By Bethlehem. 
As wings that hover 
Earth's hope to cover, 
Darkness broods over 

Thee, Bethlehem. 

Let there be light ! He said: 
Born of the manger-bed. 
Through the world's night it sped 

From Bethlehem : 
Never dawn's lightening 
O'er the east whitening, 
Brake like that brightening 

Of Bethlehem. 

In shadow holden, 
Lies yet unfolden. 
Life's treasure golden. 

Our Bethlehem ; 
Lo ! the light breaking, 
Dawn-angels waking, 
Christmas morn making 

Earth Bethlehem. 

II 



An Evening Prayer 
Illumina tenebras nostras! 

Father, ere yet another day is ended, 
Into Thy hands be all its hours commended ; 
Angels about our way keep watch and ward. 
Lighten our darkness with Thy peace, O Lord. 

When falls on life's gay noon the night of sadness, 
O may we feel Thee near, Eternal Gladness, 
Our feeble faith uphold, new strength afford. 
Lighten our darkness with Thy Presence, Lord. 

Sunshine and cloud are Thine ; yet gloom is dreary, 
Hope yields to fear, and we grow weak and weary, 
Lead us to rest on Thy unfailing word. 
Lighten our darkness with Thy love, O Lord. 

Pain wrings the heart, and fierce temptations try us ; 
Dimly we know that Elder Brother by us. 
Who in the garden suffered, and implored. 
Lighten our darkness for His sake, our Lord. 

Father, when earthly life for us is ended. 
Into Thy hands its deeds and years commended ; 
Now our one Guide, be then our one Reward, 
Lighten our darkness in Thy Heaven, O Lord. 

1895 
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" A LiTTtE Child shall lead them." 



The world was weary ; life was vain, 

Men hopeless of release, 
When Thou wast born into its pain. 

To lead us to its peace. 

Faith dawned, Hope wakened, at Thy birth, 

Love rose, man's law to be ; 
The peoples of the failing earth 

Renewed their youth in Thee. 

O holy Child, our world grows old. 

The age is near to die ; 
Faith yields, Hope droops. Love waxes cold,- 

Rise, Dayspring from on high ! 

For light, at break of Christmas morn. 

The fading fires regain ; 
In man's Child-leader, newly born. 

Earth wakes to youth again. 

My Leader since my life began. 

Eternal Child Thou art, — 
Quicken the child within the man, 

O keep me young of heart ! 



1896 
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A Wish 



When we were young, when we were young, 
How fair each Christmas fell ! 

Ah, that the flying years have rung 
Of joy so rare the knell ! 

Yet, in the sweet West-country tongue, 
We "wish 'ee well". 



May calmer gladness o'er thee shine, 

Faith ever with thee dwell ; 
Love, crown of honoured age, be thine, 

Hope, thy life's sentinel : 
Thus, while the Christmas wreath we twine 

We " wish 'ee well." 



1S97 
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" And the Light shineth in the darkness ; 
And the darkness overcame it not. " 

Si. John i. 5 (R. V. margin). 



Thro' the gloom that held the nations, 

The night-enfolded nations, 

Like trumpet-call from castle wall a Prophet-voice 

rang clear : 
" Awake ! the darkness lightens, 
O'er the East a new dawn whitens, 
O day divine, arise and shine, for lo ! thy Light is 

here ! " 

In the stress and strife of ages, 

Thro' the sweep of twenty ages. 

The world has heard Thy servant's word : " The Life, 
the Light of men " ; — 

Shine on earth's weltering races ! 

Shine in earth's shadowed places ! 

Shine o'er us here who keep with cheer our Christmas- 
tide again ! 

Break forth ! as breaks the morning. 

Light of the Land of morning, ! 

Rollback the cloud, man's deathly shroud, of ignorance 

and sin : 
Fulfil the prophet-story, 
Shed all abroad Thy glory, 
And Christmas morn a world new-born once more 

shall herald in. 

X89S 
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My Christmas Rose 

To my Wife : On a Christmas Card. 



When all the world is winter 

And all the leaves are dead, 
And icy spear and splinter 

Hang from the roofs o'er-head, — 
When 'tis ah ! for the days departed, 

The happy summer hours, 
When the year dies broken-hearted 

With weeping for the flowers, — 
On the breast of pale December, 

Folded in shroud of snows. 
One blossom bright lifts petals white 

The kindly Christmas Rose. 



When life is cold and dreary, 

When sunshine-days are fled. 
And the stress of the years is weary 

For frozen heart and head ; 
With a sure strong hope I turn me 

To the fadeless Flower of life. 
Though Summer-Fortune spurn me, 

I have ever my love, my wife ; 
My flower, in the moon of the roses. 

My flower, when the ice-blast blows. 
Through eternal day may I wear thee aye, 

My own white Christmas Rose. 

i6 



To MY Father 
Christmas, 1882 

(Written on a Christmas Card, representing Turner's picture, 
" The Fighting Timiraire tugged to her last berth") 

Down the full river, where new ships are making 
Noise of new life, o'er every sea to fare, — 

War-worn and age-worn, to the place of breaking, 
Goes her last cruise, the fighting Tdm^raire. 

No darkness shrouds her, but a sheen of glory 
Shed round about her from her battles done. 

Each golden deed of all her hero-story, 
Gemmed in yon aureole of the setting sun. 

So down thy life's last reaches, O my father. 
Thou, like a stately ship, art moving on, — 

Round thee dark shadows of the night would gather, 
Ghosts from the years and sorrows that are gone ; — 

But lo ! they fade and fly before the splendour 
Born of the beauty of thy selfless life ; 

Lit by the love, so steadfast and so tender. 
Thou hast bestowed on children and on wife. 

God's peace of Christmas compass thee! the One Light 
Gleam on thy path, and guide thee with His smile; 

Till in the golden mist of western sunlight. 
Our dazzled eyes Iosq sight of thee awhile. 

17 C 



To MY Mother 
New Year's Day, 1883 

Light on the troubled sea ; 

Though I wait, and must yet wait long, 
Lo ! a gleam of the golden day to be, 

A sound as of marriage-song. 



Hope for the widowed heart ; 

In a cloud- wrapt sky, one star, — 
O not for ever doth death us part. 

There is shore o'er the waves afar. 



Peace o'er the stricken life ; 

For service hath spells to cheer, 
And the gloom of doubt and the mists of strife 

Roll off with the young New Year. 



18 



A Christmas Card 

From the Editor * 

Fair fall the Holy Tide for thee and thine ! 

Flowers for the gold hair, blessings for the gray : 
Life's Feasts are lights that round our world-way shine, 

One by one blending into perfect day. 



"On Guard," December, iS 



19 C2 



The Old Year and the New 

Where Cornwall's cliffs breast the Atlantic wave 
Lies an old kingdom, deep in surge-swept grave, 
A land of wonder, sunk in a sea sleep, 
One day to rise, King Arthur's state to keep. 

Still by the mystic marge oi that drown'd land 
Strange flowers lonely bloom, strange ruins stand. 
And boatmen hear, borne on the calm tide's flow, 
Bells of old tow'rs chime faintly far below. 

So, deep beneath our stir of work-a-day strife. 
Lie wrecked ideals of diviner life ; 
Old hopes, May-promise faded soon as seen. 
The buried Eden-world that might have been. 

Buried, not dead ; for still in golden hours 

We light on some rare rose of that land's flow'rs ; 

A face, a dream, a song, a hallowed time. 

Rings through life's weed and wave a sad glad chime. 

Through the sweet visions of this Holy Tide 
God send His dearest angel to thy side. 
Some leaf from thy lost Paradise to bring. 
So touch thy winter with the breath of spring. 

Thy dead shall live ! Eden is yet to be ; 
Faith finds hope's surest pledge in memory — 
The Age of Gold, that o'er earth's morning smiled, 
Is no embalmed corpse, 'tis an Eternal Child ! 
188S 
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Easter Cards 
I. To my Mother 

This scentless wreath of pictured Easter bloom 

Seems but a cold return, my mother dear, 
For wealth of living blossom, — in our gloom 

Of London sky so sweet, — for dainty care 
That laid each bud in soft and guardian white. 

Lest some rude chance should break thy flowers' 
sleep 
For love that thought to make our Easter bright 

With rose and lily that their first spring vigil keep 



Cold though it seem, 'tis token of warm hearts. 

Breathing glad Easter blessings on thy head ; 
Years pass ; the summer comes ; the spring departs ; 

May each in turn its flowers o'er thee shed ! 
And though the sharp and bitter thorny spray 

Must twine among thy wreath of roses now. 
Yet at the last, on that great Easter day 

The thorns shall break in flowers around the faithful 
brow. 
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Easter Cards 
II. To my Wife 

Dear love, when thou art called to lift thy Cross 
Of sorrow, secret trial, pain, or loss, 
O may my hand learn of my love to twine 
Heartsease, sweet symbol of a peace divine ; 
O may my faltering faith for thee be strong 
E'en on the Cross to read the Easter song, 
To point thee to the day beyond the gloom. 
When the rough Cross shall bud with flowers of fade- 
less bloom. 
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On an Easter Card, 1887 

Young April smiles in sunshine thro' her tears, 
Glad Easter voices speed the lifting gloom ; 

God shed about thy path of coming years 
The light that brake from Jesu's riven tomb ! 
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Easter Morning 



Two children played beside the linn — 
And it was Easter Morning ; 

The glad earth sang a joyous hymn, 
All minor music scorning. 



Two tiny graves were strewn with flowers, — 

And it was Easter Morning ; 
The wind sang round the grey church towers 

A psalm of woe and warning. 



Two fair child-spirits earthward flew, — 
And it was Easter Morning ; 

And home to heaven a soul they drew. 
With Angel choirs returning. 



Three Blessed Ones in robes of white, 
Eternal Day-spring dawning. 

Sing the new song 'mid hosts of light. 
And it is Easter Morning ! 
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Collected Poems 



Cavalier Song 



Bring forth my old buff jerkin, boy, and reach my 

broadsword down ! 
Old as I am, I'll mount once more to strike for Church 

and Crown ; 
I've charged behind Prince Rupert on many an 

English plain, 
I'll ride beside the Marquis for the old true cause 

again. 

Then up, and out, and away, my men, 

We ride for the border river, 
And this be our slogan to-day, my men, — 

The King and the Marquis for ever ! 

Fly out the Royal Standard ! wave its blazon'd folds 

on high, 
Troll forth the loyal chorusses we loved in days gone 

by; 
Let peal on peal of joy-bells from every steeple ring, 
For England's gallant gentlemen are up for God and 

King! 

Then up, and out, and away, my men. 

We ride for the border river. 
And this be our slogan to-day, my men, — 

The King and the Marquis for ever ! 
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Cavalier Song 



Strike for the Right ! to free the Church — to win the 
King his own ; 

Strike for the Laws of England,-^for the Altar and 
the Throne, 

To arms ! to horse ! sound trumpets ! beat to the 
muster, drums ! 

Proud rebels fear ! your hour is near, forlo! the Mar- 
quis comes ! 

Then up, and out, and away, my men. 

We ride for the border river. 
And this be our slogan to-day, my men, — 

The King and the Marquis for ever! 
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When the Spring comes in again 

A Rose Song 

O Roses red and white that glow 

In summer glory at her door, — 

Fade, fall and die ! that winter snow 

May speed the spring-time home once more ! 

For though her banishment severe 

Sends me, an exile, from her side, 

The golden morning of the year 

Shall bring me back to claim a bride ! 

When the Spring comes in again, sweetheart. 
With the May on grove and glen, — 
We will keep our love-tide then, sweetheart. 
When the Spring comes in again ! 

O Roses white and red that shine 
Stars in the nimbus of her hair, — 
Tell her that all your thorns are mine 
Her tokens in my heart to wear : 
O tell her since she bids me go, 
Love-loyalty must needs obey, 
But tell her too that well I know 
Her heart would fain have bid me stay ! 
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When the Spring comes in again 



When the Spring comes in again, sweetheart, 
With the gorse on moor and fen, — 
We will keep our love-tide then, sweetheart, 
When the Spring comes in again ! 

O Roses red and white that climb 
About the windows of her room, — 
Breathe her the burden of my rhyme 
In silent speech of fragrant bloom. 
Waft it upon the wings of night 
Wed to the music of a kiss, 
Hushed in a whisper of delight 
Low on the night wind murmur this — 

When the Spring comes in again, sweetheart, 
With the May on grove and glen. 
With the gorse on moor and fen, sweetheart, 
We will keep our love-tide then, sweetheart, 
When the Spring comes in again, sweetheart 
When the Spring comes in again ! 
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My Love Loves Me 

'Tis the last bright hour of a magic time, 

The waking close of a summer dream ; 
I shall soon be far from the ocean chime, 

From the sleeping hills and the voiceful stream ; 
And I ever have lingered, loth to part, 

O sweetest of western vales, from thee ; 
But I leave thee now with a bounding heart, 

For I know to-day that my love loves me. 

From the cornfields, glowing with August bloom, 

From the sea's soft blue, from the wind-swept down, 
I go to my lonely London room. 

To the dust and din of the work-worn town : 
But a gay farewell to the golden fields. 

And a light adieu to the laughing sea ! 
All longing to linger passes, and yields 

To the thrill of the thought that my love loves me. 

So I cheerly turn me to work again. 

Life runs in its daily round once more ; 
But the stress of thought and the sweat of brain 

Have lost the hardness that erst they wore. 
For with wondrous glory the world is bright. 

That never yet shone over land or sea ; 
And all things move in a mist of light, 

For joy that I know that my love loves me. 
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My Love Loves Me 



I know by the touch of her tell-tale hand, 

I read in the rose-blush bloom of her cheek, 
The lore that a lover can understand, 

The wordless language that hearts can speak — 
Yet I hunger to hear it in accents low. 

And I look and long for the day to be, — 
The golden day when I sure shall know 

From her own true lips that my love loves me. 
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Cradle Song 

Sleep, darling, sleep ; — 
The day is worn to rest ; 
The sun is faint and low ; 
Silently over the snow 
Night comes out of the West ; 
And the calm-eyed Angels of eventide 
Gather about thy cradle-side ; 
Sleep, darling, sleep ; 

Sleep, darling, sleep ; — 
Father is far away ; 
The fields are misty and cold, 
The year grows faded and old, 
All wan is the world and grey ; — 
But he comes in sleep-time to baby and me. 
For the veiled Dream-Angels set all hearts free ; 
Sleep, darling, sleep ; 



Sleep, darling, sleep ; — 
Joy shall awake with day, 
And the year be young again ; 
From hearts of sorrowing men 
Shadows shall flee away, 

When the gold-haired Angel of morn shall come, 
And over the bright hills bring him home, 
Sleep, darling, sleep. 
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Love and Spring 



April smiling through her tears 
Lightly goes her way ; 
Earth for wedding garment wears 
Maiden green of May ; 
Through the sunlight in the glade 
Where the love-birds sing ; — 
Little knight and little maid 
Come to seek the Spring. 

Little knight to little maid 

Tells his child-heart's love ; 

Be it sun or shower or shade, 

He will true-heart prove ; — 

Little maid to little knight 

Gives her promise true ; — 

Would the young May-moon were bright 

All the long year through ! 

Ah ! when knight and maid are grown, 

When the years are sped, 

When the leaves are dry and brown, 

When the Spring is dead ; — 

Dim the memory and cold. 

Life's full cares among. 

Of the love that once they told. 

When the year was young. 
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A Butterfly Dream 

I saw a fairy butterfly 

One golden summer day, 
Come dancing down the sun-bright sky 

As gaily as the May ; 
His wings were all of crimson, 

His robe was silver-gray ; 
" So well, pretty moth, come tell, pretty moth, 

Whither so fast away ? " 

" I come to woo the flowers. 

That flaunt aloft their heads, 
Or hide in moss-grown bowers 

Among the garden beds, 
I come to find the fairest. 

My blossom-bride to be ; 
So hey, bonny buds, come say, bonny buds 

Who wills to wed with me ? " 

The Rose she blushed a deeper red. 

The Cistus softly sighed. 
Queen Lily drooped her royal head. 

To shame Magnolia's pride ; 
The Fuchsia rang her peal of bells, 

And sweet Seringa cried : — 
" Hither fly, pretty moth, for 'tis I, pretty moth, 

Will be thy blossom-bride ! " 
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A Butterfly Dream 

He spread his wings, that fickle fly, 

And kissed Seringa's cheek ; 
Then quickly soared again on high. 

Another love to seek. 
He sipped the Lily's fragrant dew. 

He called the Rose his dear, — 
Beware, silly moth, have a care, silly moth, 

The night is drawing near ! 

All through the shining summer hours, 

He flitted up and down. 
And kissed and toyed with all the flowers. 

But never wed with one. 
Till when the night fell damp and dark. 

His little life was sped. 
And ere the morning woke the lark. 

The butterfly was dead. 

O Laddie with the sunlit hair. 

The blue and laughing eye, 
Don't flit and flutter here and there. 

Don't be a butterfly ! 
The bright young morning of your life 

Is passing fast away. 
Use it to fit you for the strife, 

The burden of the day : 
Learn to be loyal to the Right, 

Earnest and pure and true, 
Through boyhood's prime, and manhood's time, 

God's life-work still to do. 
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Poppies among the Corn 



They merrily dance and gaily jaunt 

Their scarlet in saucy scorn, 
Heedless of sickle and scythe they flaunt, 

The poppies among the corn. 

Alas for the doom that awaits their pride ! 

Laid low on the harvest-morn 
All withered and dead they are tossed aside, 

Cast out from among the corn. 

Little maid of the mill, thou art fresh and fair 

As though of the August born ; 
With a ribbon of red in thy gold-bright hair, 

Like poppies among the corn. 

Don't live like the poppies, sweet maid of the mill 

Their day has a close forlorn ; 
For all their scarlet array, sweet maid, 

They are weeds among the corn. 

So live in the light of Eternal Day' 

That on God's great Harvest morn 
The Angel-reapers may bear thee away 

To be garnered among His corn. 
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Valentine's Day 



What will the post bring, Mother, 

On the morning of Valentine's day ? 
For Katie and baby brother, 

As well as for big cousin May ; 
She'll get a whole tray-full, I know, 

Such beauties, all silver and gold, 
Like those she got twelve months ago, 

But then she's sixteen years old. 

And I don't think I wish I was May, 

For somehow, she seems not to care 
One bit about Valentine's day ; — 

/ wish it was ten times a year ! 
Oh ! I know just how it will be ; 

The post will come rather late. 
And there'll be a large letter for me, 

Addressed, in print hand, " to Miss Kate." 

I shall break the great seal in a hurry, 

" What a beauty, do look ! " I shall say. 
And then I shall wonder and worry 

To find out who sent it, all day ! 
And Papa'll say it's not worth a penny, 

And laugh at our Valentine show ; — 
But people who don't get any 

Always think they are silly, you know ! 
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Valentine's Day 



Don't tell — it's a secret, dear Mother, 

But sometimes I fancy I guess 
Who sends them to baby brother 

And me, with a printed address : — 
Papa and Mamma, can it be ? 

(I once said I thought so, to Jane ;) 
Ah ! my guess isn't wrong, I can see ! 

But, please, send us each one again ! 
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When I am dead and gone" 

The old Sailor to his Grandchildren 



When I am dead and gone, my dears, 

And sail the seas no more, 
Lay this poor body down, my dears. 

Hard by the salt sea-shore ; 
I fain would feel the flying spray. 

And hear the sound of waves ; 
Sea-winds should sweep, and sea-birds play 

Above old sailors' graves ; 
And to and fro the ships will go. 

As year by year rolls on. 
When I am dead and gone, my dears. 

When I am dead and gone. 



We've sailed by night and day, my dears, 

A many times together ; 
I'm sailing far away, my dears. 

Thank God, it's calm bright weather : 
I've come through many a storm of life, 

I've battled with the foam. 
But now I'm past the waves of strife, 

And near my harbour-home ; 
There's no more sea where I shall be, 

No pain, nor tears, nor wrong. 
When I am dead and gone, my dears, 

When I am dead and gone. 
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Her Golden Wedding 

Dreaming she sat in the chimney-nook 

With the children at play by her side ; 
And into her age-worn face came a look 

Like the light in the eyes of a bride ; 
For sweet on the wings of the soft west wind 

Fell the scent of the new-mown hay ; 
And she murmured low, " Ah, sure I know, 

'Tis my golden wedding-day." 

" Was it fifty years ago to-day 

We walked to the church together ? 
On a bright June morn, through the springing corn 

And the golden summer weather ; 
In the fields as we went, my John and me, 

They laughed as they mowed the hay ; — 
And the village bells they rang, and the village 
maidens sang 

For joy on our wedding day." 

" Then thirty years they came and went. 

The children were grown and flown, 
And I buried my John, twenty years agone. 

When the summer fields were mown ; 
And now I bide the good Lord's time. 

But early and late I pray 
That we may meet when the hay smells sweet. 

To keep our wedding day." 
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Her Golden Wedding 



Granny she sat in the chimney-nook, 

The children at play by her side ; 
Her face was young with that bright bride-look, 

When she turned, and smiled and died ; 
We twined on her breast as she lay at rest 

Field flowers and new-mown hay ; 
And we said she was gone to be with her John 

On their golden wedding day. 
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Songs from " King Marigold 

I. — Princess Celandine's Song 

I never saw his living face, 

I never touched his hand ; 
I know not if his dwelling place 

Be earth, or Fancy-land ! 

'Tis only in the world of dreams, 
Where maiden's love is free ; 

That down a golden stair he seems 
To come, and smile on me. 



But ever with the waking day 
He passes like a breath ; 

Fain would I sleep my life away. 
And dream myself to death ! 



Hast thou no waking life, my love ? 

Nay, surely, well I ween. 
Through some fair Eden thou dost move. 

And seek thy Celandine ! 
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Songs from " King Marigold " 

II. — Prince Debonair's Song 

Far o'er the hills, across the foam, 

From out the boding west ; 
Through all the dreamful world I roam 

On high mysterious quest. 

Scarce know I what I fain would find, 

Of hope, or love, or fear ; — 
But voices whisper down the wind 

That I must meet it here. 

For one fair face has gleamed and fled 

Before me, night and day ; 
I ever followed where it led. 

Till here it died away. 

And here it lives ! And here she lies ! 

O queen of all my dreams ! — 
Unlock the lids of those eyes, 

Set free their prison'd beams ! 

My task is done, my quest is won ! 

O love, for this — for this — 
Thy face did guide me to thy side. 

Wake to thy Prince's kiss ! 

With strange new light the world is bright ; 

New glories gleam and break 
In newer youth of time and truth : 

O love, my love, awake ! 
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Arrayed in White Robes 

White robe at baptism for the Christian child, 
White maiden flowers for bridal undefiled ; 
White surplice for the choristers and priests, 
White for God's Altar at the sacred feasts ; 
White veil, when holy hands anoint thy head, 
White shroud, when thou art numbered with the dead ; 
White be thy life on earth, that thou may'st wear 
White robes for ever with the blessed there ! 
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Prayer for the Dead 



They pass beyond this life of mine 

To newer life and higher, 
But never pass from memory's shrine 

Nor from my heart's desire. 

I loved, I love them ; must I bear 
To break their dearest claims ; 

Blot from the tablets of my prayer 
Their unforgotten names ? 

I know not where may be their sphere, 
I know not what their need ; 

Nor know I, for my brethren here, 
How best their wants to plead. 

The golden links of prayer enfold 

Our brother-souls in one ; 
1 cannot think they cease to hold 

When earthly life is done. 

And so, with all the Church, my feet 
The ancient pathways tread, 

When for my dear ones I entreat, 
I name the holy dead. 

O Father, give them rest and light, 
Cleanse them from sin and stain ; 

Grant us to win the heavenly height, 
And meet them once again. 
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In Loving Memory of Guy Pawling 



In a winding sheet of flowers 
Our darling's bier we drest, 
And white on the stair snowed petals fair 
As we passed to the garden of rest. 

So along our path of life, 

His memory falls like a flower, 
A white petal blown from a Heaven unknown, 
To rest on our hearts an hour. 

Slit October, 1890 
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Egloshayle Church 

Tuesday, October 7, 1890 

Deep in the tender bosom of the hills 

That guard the treasure of our earliest home, 

Rise in one fount, in one bed flow, two rills, — 
Then part, through various valleys far to roam. 

Till here, among the unforgotten fields 

White with the daisies of our childhood's play, 

Their waters meet, ere stream to ocean yields. 
In one full tide to take their seaward way. 

So now two lives, beside these banks begun. 
Then sundered on the manifold stream of time, 

Love-linkt, love-laden, here we fold in one. 

Where knelt our fathers in their own glad prime. 

White robe, white crown ; white blossom on their way ; 

O may their whiter flower of happy life 
Shine fair and fairer to the perfect day 

When in God's love dies all earth's sin and strife. 
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Farewell to Tonacombe 

Sea-nest of old sea-eagles, whose gray gate 
Thy sea-birds watch in immemorial stone 

Fare-well ! the last sands linger, and we wait. 
Still for an hour we call thy walls our own. 

Fare-well, unconquered cliffs, and haunted shore 
Where later memories with dim legends twine ; 

Kingsley's great dream, Hawker's romantic lore. 
With Arthur's crag and lone Morwenna's shrine. 

Fare-well, gorse golden, heather purpled lea, 

Deep combe and twinkling stream and shadowy 
lane; 

O dear and ever lovely western sea. 

Take thou my troth till we may meet again. 

Long hours of liberty, with summer gay. 
Merry with voice of home and face of friend 

Fare-well, our unforgotten holiday, 

The happier that we knew thy days must end. 

Life's golden times come gladly, gladly fly 

While hope and memory build our hearts a home ; 

Richer for these bright weeks, we bid goodbye. 
Peace be within thy walls, gray Tonacombe ! 
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Hymns 



No Night There " 



Lord, as evening, morn's calm neighbour, 

Comes with day's departing light, 
We the weary sons of labour. 

Bless Thee for Thy gift of night ; 
Day brings toil, and pain for payment, 

Hopes that fade and suns that set, — 
But with stars and dreams for raiment. 

Night can charm us to forget. 

Lord, the hearts that faint for sorrow, 

In the hour of griefs and fears. 
Thank Thee on the shadowed morrow 

For the blest relief of tears : 
Mourners, weary vigil keeping. 

Watching for the latest breath, 
Mingle praises with their weeping 

For the welcome peace of death. 

He who saw the Revelation, — 

Things that should be and that were 
In the world-regeneration. 

Knew nor night nor evening there 
Night, nor sin, nor voice of crying 

Pang of failure, stress of strife, 
But for pain and woe of dying, — 

Light, and song, and ageless life 
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"No Night There" 



Then for these Thine own shall bless Thee 

Gathering in the heavenly place, 
Then their light, their joy, confess Thee, 

As they see Thee face to face, — 
All their heaven is in the seeing ! 

Earth-born creatures could not bear 
Nightless, tearless, deathless being. 

But that Thou, their God, art there. 
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For the Choral Eucharist 



At the throne of God our Father, 

In Thy Name, O Christ, we gather, 

With creed and hymn and anthem, with voice of 

praise and prayer ; 
We bring Thee our thanksgiving 
For all the joy of living, 
For peace of night, for day's new light, for this Thy 

world so fair. 



As we kneel our faith grows purer, 

Hope's eager vision surer, 

Bright glows the love of God and Man through mists 

of doubt and sin ; 
We know Thy Presence near us, 
Thy Sacrament shall cheer us. 
In daily fight for truth and right without us and within. 

On the glad eternal morning 

Of Thy world to Thee returning, 

When through the dawn with Eucharist our sheaves 

we homeward bring. 
Where the Blessed serve before Thee, 
In perfect song adore Thee, 
O grant us grace in heaven's high place with them 

to serve and sing. 
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Hymn for the Shuttleworth Club 

' ' Fellowship is Heaven ' ' 



Father of men, in whom are one 
All humankind beneath Thy sun, 
Stablish our work in Thee begun. 

Except the house be built of Thee, 
In vain the builder's toil must be ; — 
O strengthen our infirmity ! 

Man lives not for himself alone. 
In others' good he finds his own, 
Life's worth in fellowship is known. 

We, friends and comrades on life's way, 
Gather within these walls to pray, — 
Bless our club-fellowship to-day ! 

O Christ, our Elder Brother, Who 
By serving man God's will didst do, 
Help us to serve our brethren too. 

Guide us to seek the things above, 
The base to shun, the pure approve, 
To live by Thy free law of love. 
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Hymn for the Shuttleworth Club 



In all oar work, in all our play, 

Be with us. Lord, our friend, our stay ; . 

Lead onward to the perfect day : 

Then may we know, earth's lesson o'er, 
With comrades missed or gone before, 
Heaven's fellowship for evermore. 
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Lines for a Festival of Choirs 



O Lord of Hosts, before Thy Face 
The white-robed singers stood of old, 

When through the Temple's holy place 
The cloud that hid Thy Presence rolled. 

And we with joy and singing 

Are met before Thee here ; 
Our stately music bringing, 

Homage of hearts sincere ; 
What though no awful splendour 

Enshrouds us as we pray, — 
Unseen, adored, O Christ our Lord, 

We know Thee near to-day ! 

O Lord our God, when round Thy feet. 

Amid the glory of Thy Throne, 
In fadeless festival shall meet 

The white-robed choir of all Thine own : 
With that redeemed rejoicing throng 

May we be numbered by Thy grace 
Sing we with them the unending song, 

Rest in the vision of Thy unveiled Face ! 
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